Vincent
Don McLean

Starry starry night
paint your palette blue and grey
look out on a summer's day

with eyes that know the darkness in my soul.

Shadows on the hills

sketch the trees and the daffodils
catch the breeze and the winter chills
in colors on the snowy linen land.

Now | understand

what you tried to say to me

how you suffered for your sanity
how you tried to set them free.
They would not listen

they did not know how

perhaps they'll listen now.

Starry starry night

flaming flo'rs that brightly blaze
swirling clouds in violet haze

reflect in Vincent's eyes of China blue.
Colors changing hue

morning fields of amber grain
weathered faces lined in pain

are soothed beneath the artist's loving hand.

Now | understand

what you tried to say to me

how you suffered for your sanity
how you tried to set them free.
They would not listen

they did not know how

perhaps they'll listen now.

For they could not love you
but still your love was true
and when no hope was left in sight
on that starry starry night.
You took your life

as lovers often do

But | could have told you
Vincent

this world was never
meant for one

as beautiful as you.

Vincent
Don MclLean

Sedomodry stin

Stétce kresli hvézdnou zar

letni vyhné zradnou tvar

co 13ka dusi zpatky k véénym tmdam
Kopce drzi straz

vanek dycha na skici

viné trav a narcisy

v tom kraji snl jejZ obepina ram

Ja ted ndhle zndm

co jsi touzil ndm vSem dat

svou Zizen v dusi zhavé volani

na platné v malbach zanechat

a o nich lidem marné zkousel fict
Jednou pochopi snad vic

Sedomodry stin

kvéty s krasou palivou

dali nebe mraky jdou

v té modfi jako Vincent v ocich ma
Barva barvu zna

jantar poli zrajicich

vrasky stafi na licich

tu v tazich stétce hladi malif sdm

Ja ted nadhle znam

co jsi touzil ndm vSem dat

svou Zizen v dusi zhavé volani

na platné v malbach zanechat

a o nich lidem marné zkousel fict
Jednou pochopi snad vic

A pres krev a blato

jsi zivot svlij mél rad

Kdyz pak zIé noci temny klin
skryl té v Sedomodry stin
mit Zaru tvého zablesk
bych si pral

Vzdavam chvilu

jménu Vincent

tva ldska na tvych platnech
s nami stale

trva dal



Starry starry night
portraits hung in empty halls
frameless heads on nameless walls

with eyes that watch the world and can't

forget.

Like the stranger that you've met
the ragged men in ragged clothes
the silver thorn of bloody rose

lie crushed and broken

on the virgin snow.

And now | think | know
what you tried to say to me
how you suffered for your sanity

and how you tried to set them free.

They would not listen
they're not list'ning still
perhaps they never will.

Sedomodry stin

tvare hledi staré tu

z bezejmennych portrét(

a jejich oci cosi mluvi k nam
Sel jak tuldk svétem sam
svét mu nepral vibec nic
jenom lany slunecnic

nez poldmal je snih

a spalil mraz

Ted' uz chapu snaz

co jsi touzil ndm vSem dat
svou Zizen v dusi Zhavé volani
na platné v malbach zanechat
Oni vSak nepochopi nevi jak
ani zitra ani pak

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=oxHnRfh
Dmrk
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